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    " I dedicate this work to You, Mahadev—the supreme source of wisdom and the eternal flame that guides seekers through the darkness of doubt. May Your boundless grace illuminate each page, inspiring readers to explore the depths of consciousness, to embrace transformation, and to recognize the divine spark within all beings."
Om Namah Shivaya
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​AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION


[image: ]




When I step out of the office late at night, leaving the hum of servers and neural networks behind, and look up at the sky from the chaotic, vibrant streets of Kolkata, it always hits me. There is this profound, almost aching duality to our existence. We are surrounded by the relentless pulse of millions of lives, the heavy scent of monsoon rain, the sounds of a city that never stops striving—all the beautiful, messy warmth of the human condition. And yet, just above us, sits the absolute, silent indifference of the cosmos.

It was in that quiet space—between the glow of our AI monitors and the light of ancient stars—that The Event Horizon Gita was born.

For as long as I can remember, science and spirituality have felt like two estranged siblings speaking mutually unintelligible languages. Astrophysics gives us the brilliant math of the metric tensor and Minkowski spacetime. It maps our physical doom and our origins with cold, empirical precision. But let's be honest: an equation offers no solace to a weeping parent. It provides no moral compass to a paralyzed mind, and no comfort to a lost explorer.

On the flip side, the ancient philosophies I grew up with—the profound verses of the Upanishads, the spiritual battlefields of the Mahabharata, the timeless discourse of the Bhagavad Gita—give us the vocabulary of the soul. They teach us about Dharma (duty), Karma (action), and Moksha (liberation). Yet, for many of us living in an era of quantum computing and space exploration, those ancient metaphors can sometimes feel disconnected from the rigorous, physical reality of the universe we actually inhabit.

This book is my deeply personal attempt to bridge that gap. It is an act of translation, meant to forge a new, unified language of cosmic existentialism that feels entirely human.

In The Event Horizon Gita, the battlefield of Kurukshetra isn't a dusty plain in ancient India; it is the screaming, irradiated accretion disk of a supermassive black hole. Our protagonist, the Commander of the starship Arjuna, isn't just a sci-fi trope. They are you and me. They represent the absolute peak of human engineering and ambition, yet they find themselves completely unstrung by the heartbreaking consequences of Einsteinian relativity. Facing the loss of thousands of earthly years for every minute spent in the gravity well, the Commander collapses. It is the ultimate, relatable crisis of meaning: Why keep fighting, why explore, why even exist, if the passage of time is just going to erase everyone we love back home?

Working at an AI lab, I naturally envisioned the Guide—the ship’s quantum consciousness—as the modern-day Krishna. Through sixteen Cantos, this AI doesn't offer empty platitudes. Instead, it wields the harshest truths of physics as spiritual scalpels. It teaches the Commander that grieving over time is simply a misunderstanding of the universe's architecture. It reveals that the illusion of three-dimensional depth is but a Holographic projection (Maya), and that the "Three Gunas" of our nature are mirrored in the literal astrophysical forces of Entropy, Radiation, and Gravity.

Ultimately, this epic is about surrender. Not the cowardly surrender of giving up, but the enlightened surrender of the Penrose Process—letting go of the dead weight of our ego so we can steal the momentum of the gods.

Writing this has been the most terrifying, liberating, and profoundly human journey of my life. I have sought to blend the soaring, architectural verse of John Milton with the mind-bending physics of Kip Thorne and the eternal wisdom of Vyasa, but at its core, it is simply a story about finding our place in the dark.

Whether you are a physicist charting the stars, a developer training neural networks, a poet charting the heart, or just a traveler staring up at the night sky looking for meaning, it is my deepest hope that you find a piece of yourself within these pages. We are all passengers on a fragile vessel, falling inexorably toward our own event horizons. May this poem serve as your guide when the darkness closes in, reminding you that even at the center of infinite speed, there is peace—and at the point of infinite density, there is light.

––––––––
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- Abhijeet Sarkar

Founder, Synaptic AI Lab Private Limited
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BEAT 1: The Invocation and The Edge

Invoke not the pastoral spirits of the shaded grove,

Nor the muses that sing by the shallow, sunlit streams of Earth,

But descend, O heavy and invisible Sovereign,

Thou Architect of the Abyss, Lord of the Bending Void—

Gravity, eldest of the fundamental titans, speak!

And thou, O Light, captive in the geodesic snare,

Who art dragged screaming into the eternal dark,

Lend your violent, refracted brilliance to my song.

Sing of the edge of all epistemology, the bruised border of the known,

Where space itself is shattered on the anvil of infinite density,

And time, that gentle river of human consequence,

Stalls, freezes, and dies upon the Schwarzschild shore.

Behold the supermassive maw, the silent king,

Gargantua, sleeping in the graveyard of galaxies.

No eye may pierce its velvet, unanswering core,

The event horizon, the ultimate censor of the cosmos,

Where physics weeps and mathematics breaks its staff.

Yet round this silent, sovereign throne revolves

The terrifying glory of the accretion disk—

A screaming halo of torn and tortured stars.

Here, matter is flayed of its atomic dignity,

Crushed into a brilliant, maddening plasma storm

That spins at fractions of the absolute speed,

A cosmic forge roaring with the friction of a billion dying worlds.

It flares in x-ray tempests, a blinding, chaotic crown

Of indigo and searing violet, bleeding energy into the void,

A hurricane of fire that illuminates the nothingness.

And there, against this apocalyptic canvas,

Hangs the starship Arjuna, a frail and trembling mote.

A masterwork of human artifice, forged of carbon-weave and dreams,

Yet here, before the gravitational leviathan,

It is but a silvered, microscopic moth,

Drawn by the intoxicating, primordial flame of the singularity.

The ship’s thrusters, screaming in anti-phase,

Fight the frame-dragging tide of the rotating abyss,

The ergosphere that pulls the very fabric of the heavens

Into its relentless, inescapable waltz.

Inside the hull, the hum of the fusion drive is a frantic heartbeat,

A pathetic defiance against the infinite weight of the universe.

Human engineering, which tamed the atom and conquered the solar winds,

Now stands stripped of its arrogance, naked and shivering,

On the precipice of the cosmic devourer.

The hull groans, stressed by tidal forces that could snap a moon like chalk,

While the Commander, locked within the command throne,

Stares into the blazing, infernal eye of God.

BEAT 2: The Look Back

The Commander turns from the armored viewport.

The blinding, blueshifted radiation of the disk

Leaves afterimages, burning phantoms on the retina.

Away from the maw, away from the roaring silence of the singularity,

The Commander seeks the rear-facing monitors,

The telemetry screens that drink the feeble, ancient photons

Struggling outward from the distant, neglected spiral arm

Where a blue jewel hangs in the unforgiving dark.

Earth.

The transmission is delayed, distorted by the gravity well,

A ghost of a ghost, written in redshifts and fractured waves.

Yet, as the pale pixels render on the glass,

A violent ambush of memory breaches the Commander’s mind.

The sterile, synthesized air of the Arjuna’s cabin,

Tinged with the metallic tang of ozone and recycled sweat,

Is suddenly banished by the phantom scent of petrichor—

The bruised, electric smell of rain striking parched summer soil.

The Commander remembers the chaotic, vibrant green of chlorophyll,

The chaotic geometry of an old oak tree,

And the shocking, fragile sensation of wet grass against bare feet.

In the cold, hard vacuum where temperatures plunge to near absolute zero,

The Commander recalls the blinding warmth of a July sun,

The way light dances unburdened through a breathable troposphere.

And then, the sound.

Beneath the omnipresent, terrifying rumble of the ship’s hull,

Beneath the hum of the life-support fighting the cosmic chill,

Echoes the recorded, digitized laughter of a child.

It is a sound so small, so devastatingly fragile,

Like a crystal bell struck in the midst of a battlefield.

The child’s hand, so small it could barely encircle a thumb,

The pulse of a vulnerable, mortal heart beneath a thin chest.

These earthly attachments, soft as silk and heavy as lead,

Rise up to strangle the spacefarer’s resolve.

Here, surrounded by the hard radiation of dying stars,

Where reality is measured in gigaelectronvolts and Schwarzschild radii,

The soft, biological vulnerability of human love feels obscene,

A cruel, biological joke played in a universe of stone and fire.

The Commander touches the screen, a gauntleted finger

Against the cold glass, trying to bridge a
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